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munion Service had to put off their church-
going to the autumn, annoying as it was when
one thought what the roads would be like then.
What the roads really were like one found out
when the time came round for the autumn
ploughing. On those occasions Janne need not
get up earlier than three, but it was a job to
find his brown horse in the dark; a white horse
would have been better. For when the brown
horse happened to stand quite still, so that not
the faintest clank came from its bell, the only
guide to where it was standing was to listen for
its sigh. Then there was the bad road before
him, with the wheels sinking in to their hubs,
On the cart was the plough, a pair of shafts and
food. It was a troublesome load, always tend-
ing in the worst parts of the road to slide off
the cart,

A ploughing-day was the hardest kind of work
especially for the horse. The master was in the
fields most of the time; he had learned by ex-
perience during the course of time that a crofter's
hanging sheath-knife didn't swing very often
when the master was away. And the example
set by the crofters made the farm-hands take
things easy as well. The master walked about
the fields stick in hand, coughing in the damp
air. He watched Janne Toivola cursing and
yelling as he jerked at the bit of his horse. But
he suspected that the fury was mostly acting,